x vc mnsriv vf 

And comes notin,ouer-ru!de by prophecies, 

I fcare, tbe power of Percy is too vveake. 

To wage an infhnt triall with the King. 

Sir 7 y1. Why , my good Lord, you neede not fcare, 

Thereis Douglas, and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord ofWorcefter, and a head 
Of valiant warriours, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the king hath drawnc 
The fpeciall head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord IohnafLancafter, 

The noble Wcftmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and deare men 
Of eftimation,and command in armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not , my L. they Ihall be well oppos a 
Arch. 1 hope no leffc,yet,ncedfull t is to fcare. 

And to preuent the woi ft, fir Mighell, fpeede: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not,e’re the king 
DifmifTehis power, he mcanes to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, 

And,t’isbut wifedome,to makeftrong againft him: 

Therefore make hafte, I muft go write againe 
T o other friends, and fo farewell, fir Mighell. Exeunt . 

Enter the King, 'Prince of Wales, Lord Iohn cf Lane after, Earle 
of Wcftmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, and Fa/ftalfe. 

King. How bioudily the funne begins to pcarc,. 

Aboue yon busky hill, the day lookes pak 
At his diflemperature. 

'Erin. The Southeren wind 
Do}h play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And,by the hollow whirling in.the leaues, 

Foretels atempeftand»feiuftrihgday.> a ... ... :: u .Iad f 

Kino. Theh,vviththel;o.fers'leiitfi'mpathlze,: . raaKl 

For nothing can fcCme'fbulc to tbofe that winne. ■ < • i' ' 

T he trumpet founds, Enter IVorce ft er. 

King. How now, my Lord ofWorcefter? t’is not well, 

That you and I fliould mccte ypon fuch tearunes 
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Henry the fourth. 

At now wemeete. Youhaue deceiu’d our trull, 

And made vs doffe our eafie robes of peace, 

To crufh our old Unirtiesin vngentlc fteelc.* 

This is not well,my Lord, this is not well. 

W hat fav you to it? wil I you againe vnknit 
This churhfh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light, 

And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 

A prcdigieoffea.re,ar,d a portent 
O f broched mifehiefe to the vnborne times? 

Won Heai e me, my Liege.* 

For mine owne part, l could be well content, 

T o entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quiet houres.Forl proteft, 
lhaue not fought the day of this dillike. 

King You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 

Pal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it, 

♦ Prin. Peace, chewet, peace. 

War. h pleas’d your Maieftie to turne your lookes 
Offauour,from my felfc,and all our houfc, 

And yet I muft remember you, my Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft ofyour friends. 

For you my ftaflfe of office did I brcake 
In Richards time, and pofted day and night 
To meete you on the way, and kiffe your hand, 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrongand fortunate as /. 

It was my felfe, my brother and hisfonne. 

That brought you home,and boldly did outdatc 
The dangers of the time. Y ou fwore to vs. 

And you did fweare that othe at Dancafter, 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate. 

Nor claime no further , then your new falne right, 
ThefeateofGaunt,DukedomeofLancaftcr: 

T o this, we fwore our aid:but in fhort fpace 
It raind downe fortune fho wring on your head, 

And fuch a floud of greatncfle fell on you, 
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